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as literature, it has remained nothing hut a splendid
promise. The French have been happier. I am afraid
that I am too much of a musician not to be a roman-
ticist. Life for me without music would be a blunder.
With hearty and grateful greetings, dear Sir,

Yours,

NIETZSCHE.

BEANDES TO NIETZSCHE.

Copenhagen, April 3, 1888.
MY DEAR SIR :

You have called the post a medium for impertinent
intrusion. As a rule, that is true enough; it ought
also to be a sat sapienti that it should not be allowed
to plague you. I am not by nature a pushing person.
So much the reverse, indeed, that I live a nearly iso-
lated life, seldom write letters, and write, as a rule,
with reluctance, as do all authors.

But yesterday, when I had got your letter, and
taken up one of your books, I was seized with, a sudden
spasm of anger to think that no one here in Scandi-
navia knew anything of you, and I resolved, at one
stroke, to make you known. The enclosed little cut-
ting from the newspaper will tell you that (having
just finished a course of lectures on Eussia) I am
going to start a new series on your writings. For
many years I have had to repeat my lectures because
the University cannot hold the audiences; that will
hardly happen this time, your name being so abso-
lutely new, but those who will come to get an im-
pression of your works will not, I promise you, be of
the dullards,